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UY FAWKES himself would
66 shudder in that mill. Think
of it—five explosions on five
successive days, and not a
clue!™”

Our visitor had presented a card bear-
fng the name of Donald MacLeod, chief
of the Nitropolis Fowder Company’s
secret service. It was plain that he was
greatly worried over the case about which
he had at last been forced to consult Ken-

nedy.

As he spoke, T remembered having read
in the dispatches about the explosions,
but the accounts had been so meager that
1 had not realized that there was any-
thing especially unusual about them, for it
was at the time when accidents in and
attacks on munitions plants were of com-
mon occurrence.

“Why,” went on MacLeod, “the whaole
business is as mysterious as if there were
some phantom destroyer at work! ‘The
men are so frightened that they threaten
to quit. Several have been killed, There's
something strange about that, too. There
are ugly rumors of poisonous gases being
yesponsible, quite as much as the ex-
plosions, though, so far, T've been able to
find nothing in that notion.”

“What sort of pluce is it?” asked Ken-

redy, Interested at or

“Wwell, you see,” explainad AMaclLeod,
wginces the company’'s business has !ncreas-
e:! so fast lately, it has been forced t‘o
erect a new plant Perhaps you have
heard of the Old Grove Amusement P::_\rk.
which failed? It's not far from that.

Macl.eod looked at us inquiringly, and
Kennedy nodded to go on, though I am
sure neither of us was famillar with the
place. ““They've called the new plant Ni-
tronolis—rather a neal name for n powider
works, don't you think?’ resumed Mac-
leod. “Everything went along all right
until a few days ago. Then one of the
buildings, @ storehouse, was blown up.
We couldn't be sure that it was an acei-
dent, so we redoubled our precautions. It
was of no use That started it
The very next day another building was
blown up, then another ur_n.Il now there
have been five of them. What may hap-
pen today heaven only knows! 1 want to
get back as soon as I can.”

“Rather too frequent, I must admit,
to be coincidences,” remarked Kennedy.

“No: they can't all be accidents,” as-
serted MacLeod, confidently. “There's
too great regularity for that. I think
T've considered almost evervthing. 1
don't see how they can be from bomba
placed hv workmen. At least, it's not
a bit ilkely. Beasides. the explosions
a'l ocecur in broad daylight, not at
night. We're very carsful about the
men we employ, and they're watched
all the time. The company has a guard
of its own., tweniy-five p.cked men,
undar’ me—all honoratly discharged
United States Army men.”

*=You have formed no theory of your
own?" gqueried Kennedy.

MacLeod paused, then drew from his
pocket the clipping of a dispatch from
the front in which one of the war cor-
respondents reported the destruction of
wire entanglements with heat supposed
to have been applied by the use of re-
flecting mirrors.

“I'm reduced to pure speculation,” he
remarked. “Today they seem to be re-
viving all the aneclent practires. Mavhe
rome one iz going at it like Archi-

medes."”
“Not impossible,” returned Craig,
handire back the clippine. “Buffon

tested the probahilltr of the achleve-
ment of Archimedes in setting fire to
the ships of Marce!lus with mirrors
and the sun's rave. He constructed a
composite mirror of a hundred and
twenty-eight plane mirrors, and with
it he was able to ignite wood at two
hundred and ten feet. However, I
shrewdly suspect that, even Iif this
story is trus, they ars using hydroeen
or acetylene flares over there. But
non= of these things would be feasible
in your case. You'd krow It."

“Could it be some one who is pro-
Jecting a deadly wireless force which
causes the explozions? T put in, mind-
ful of a previcus caze of Kennedy's
“We all know that Inventors have
been working for years on the idea of
making explosives ohanlete and guns
funk. If some one has= hit on 2 way of
guiding an e'ectric wave through the
alr and concentrating at a point. muni-
tions plants could b= wiped out.™

MacLeod looked anxiously from me
to Kennedy. but Craig betraved noth-
ing by his face except hi= interest.

“Sometimes I have imagined 1 heard
a peculiar, faint, whirring noise in the
#ir.”" he remarked, thoughtfully. T
thought of havinz the men on the
watch for airships, but they've never
®een A trace nf gne. Tt mirht he soma
power aither like thir,” ha added, shak-
Ing the clipping. “or like that which
Mr. Jameson rucgests”

“It's s=omething like that you meant, I
presume, when yvou czlled it a ‘phantom
destroyer’ a moment ago?" asked Ken-

nedy.
MacLeod nodded.
“If you're interested,” he pursued,

hastily, “and feel like zoing down there
to look things over, I think the best
place for you to go would be to the
Sneddens’. They're some people who
have seen a chance to make a little
money out of the boom. Many visitors
are now coming and going on business
connected with the new works. They
have started a boarding house—or,
rather, Mrs. Snedden has. There's a
daughter. too, who seems to be very
popular.” Kennedy glanched whimsic-
ally at me.

“Well, Walter,” he remarked, tenta-
ﬂ;elr.{h‘;emire;y aside from the voung
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“Indeed it ought!" I replied, enthusi-
astically.

"T_hen you'll gn down to Nitropoliz?"
queried Macleod, eagerly. “You can
cateh a train that will et vou there
about noon. And the company will pay
j‘uuuwer[l."

“MacLeod, with the mystery. Miss
Snedden, and the remuneration, !Smu are
irl:euistihle.“ smiled Kennedy.

e Thank you.” returned the detective.

You won't regret it. 1 can't tell vou
how much relieved T feel to have some
one else, and. above all, yourseif, on the
case. You can get a train in half an
hour. 1 think it would he hest for you
to go a=s though you had no connection
with me—at least for the present.”

Kennedy agreed, and Macleod ex-
cused himseif. promising to be on the
train, although not to ride with us, in
case we shoulid be the target of too in-
quisitive eyes.

For @ few minutes. while our taxi-
rab was coming, Kennedy considered
thoughtfully what the company detect-
ive had said. Ry the time the vehicle
had arrived he had hurriedly packed up
Bome apparatus in two large grips, one
of which it fell to my 1ot to carry.

The trip down to Nitropolis was unin-
teresting, and we arrived at the little
station shortly after noon. MacLeod
was on the train, but did not speak to
us, and it was perhaps just as well
for the cabmen and others hanging
about the station were keenly wateh.
ing new arrivals and any one with Ma~-
Leod must have attracted attention. We
selected or were, rather, selected by ane
of the cabmen and driven immedfau-ly
12 the Snedden house.

Craig and 1 had decided to posze
two newspaper men from New York
that being the easiest way to aceount
for any undue interest we might show
in things.

The powder company’s plant was sit-
uated on = large tract of land which
was surrounded by a barbed wire fence
wix feet high and constructed In a man-
ner very similar to the fences in pro-
tecting prison camps in war times. At
various places along the several miles
of fence gates were placed, with armed
guards. Many other features were sug-
#estive of war times. One that im-
pressed us most was that each work-
man had to carry a pass similar, almost,
to a passport. This entire fence, we
learned, was patrolled day and night
by armed guards.

A mile or so from the plant, or just
outslde the main gate, quite a settlement
had grown uwp, like a mushroom, almost
overright—the product of a flood of new
money. Originally there had been only
one houae for some distance about—that
ef the Buoeddens. But now there were
scores of houses, mostly those of officials
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and managers, some of them really pre-
tentious affairs. MacLeod himself lived
in one of them, and we could see him
ahead of us, being driven home.

Just at present, however, It was the
Snedden house that interested us most,
for we felt the need of getting ourselves
established in this strange community. It
wnas an old-fashioned farmhouse and had
been purchased very cheaply by Snedden
several years before. He had altered it
and brought it up to date, and the com-
bination of old and new proved to be
typical of the owner as well as of the
house.

Kennedy carried off well the eritical sit-
uatlon of our introduction, and we found
ourselves welcomed rather than scrutin-
ized as Intruders.

Garfleld Snedden was much older than
his second wife, Ida. In fact, she did not
seem to be much older than Snedden’s
daughter Gertrude, whom Macleod had
already mentioned—a dashing young lady,
never intended by nature to vegetate in
the rural seclusion that her father had
sought before the advent of the powder
works. Mrs. Snedden was one of those
capable women who can manage a man
without his knowing it. Indeed, one felt
that Snedden, who was somewhat of both
student and dreamer, needed & manager.

“I'm glad your ftraln was on time,
bustled Mrs, ? dd ‘t“ u chas will
be ready in a few moments Now.

We h;d barely time to look about be-
fore Gertrude led us into the dining room
and introduced us to the other boarders.

Knowing human nature, Kennedy was
careful to be struck with admiration and
amazement at everything we had seen in
our brief whirl through Nitropolls. It
was not a difficult or entirely assumed
feeling, either, when one reallzed that,
only a few short months before, the re-
gicn had been rothing better than an al-
most hopeless wilderness of serub pines.

We did not have to walit long before the
subject uppermest in our minds was
brought up—the explosions.

Among the boarders thera were at
least two who, from the start, promised
to be interesting as well as important.
One was a tall, slender chap named
Garretson, whose connection with the
company, 1 gathered from the conversa-
tion, took him often on important mat-
ters to New York. The other was an
older man, Jackson, who seemed to be
connected with the management of the
works, a reticent fellow, more given to
listening to others than to talking him-
self.

“Nothing has happened so far today.
anvhow,” remarked Garretson, tapping
the back of his chair with his knuckle,
as a token of respect for that evil spirit
who seems to be exercised by knock-
ing wood.

“0Oh,” exclaimed Gertrude, with a lit-
tle half-suppressed shudder. “I do hope

those terrible explosions are at last
over!"
“1f T had my way,~ said Garretson,

savagely, “I'd put this town under mar-
tial law until they were over."”

“It may come to that,” put in Jackson,
quietly.

“Quite in keeping with the present
tendency of the age.” Snedden,
in a tone of philozophical disagreement.

»1 don’t think it makes much differ-
ence how you accomplish the result,
Garfield,” chimed in his wife, “as long
as you accomplish it, and it is one that
should be accomplished.”

Snedden retreated into the refuge of
silence. Though this was only a bit of
the conversation, we soon found out
that he was an avowed pacifist. Garret-
son. on the other hand, was an ardent
militariat, a good deal of a fire-eater. I
wondered whether there might not be a
gond deal of the poseur about him, too.

It needed no second sight to discover
that both he and Gertrude were deeply
intereated in eavh other. Garretson was
what Broadway would call *a live one."
and, though there is nothing essentially
wrong in that fact, I fancied that I de-
tected, now znd then, an almost ma-
ternal solicitude on the part of her step-
mother. who seemed to be watching
both the young man and her husband
alternately. Once Jackson and Mrs.
Snedden exchanged glances. There
semed to be some understanding be-
tween them.

The time to return to the works was
approaching. and we all rose. Somehow,
tiertrude and Garretson seemed natu-
rally to gravitate toward the door to-
gether.,

Some distance from the house there
was a large barn. Part of it had been
turned into a garage, where Garretson
kept a faat car. Jackson, also, had a
roadster. In fact, in this new community,
with its superabundant new wealth, every-
hordy had a car.

Kennedy and [ sauntered out after
the rest. As we turned an angle of the
house we came suddenly upon Garretson
in his racer, talking to Gertrude. The
crunch of the gravel under our feet
warned them before we saw them, but
not hefore we could catch a glimpse of
a warning finger on the rosy lips of

Gertrude. As she saw us she blushed
ever =n slightly.
“You'll be late!” she cried, hastlly.

*Alr. Jackson has been gone five min-
utes.”

*Om foot,” returned Garretson, non-
chalantly. “I'll overtake him in thirty
seconds.” Nevertheless, he did not walt
longer. but swung up the road at a
pace which was the admiration of all
speed-loving Nitropolitans.

Cralg had ordered our taxicab driver
to stop for us after lunch and, without
exciting suspicion, managed to stow
away the larger part of the contents
of our grips in his car.

8till without openly showing our con-
nection with MacLeod, Kennedy sought
out the manager of the works and,
though ecores of correspondents and
reporters from varlous newspapers had
vainly applied for permiasion to in-
spect the plant, somehow we seamed to
receive the freedom of the place and
without exciting suspicion.

Craig’'s first move was to look the
plant over. As we approached It our
attention was instantly attracted to
the numerous one-story galvanized-
iron buildings that appeared to stretch
endlessly In  every direction. “They
seemed to be of a temporary nature,
though the power plants, offices and
other necessary buildings were very
substantially built. The framework of
the factory buildings was nothing but
wood, covered by Iroa sheathing, and
even the sides seemed to be removable.
The floors, however, were of concrete.

“They =serve their purpose well.,” ob-
served Kennedy, as we picked our way
about. “Explosions at powder millsare
frequent, anvhow. After an explosion
there s very little debris to clear
away, as Yyou may Imasine. These
buildings are easily repaired or replac-
ed. and they keep a large force of men
for these purposes. as well as materials
for any emergency.’’

One felt instinctively the hazard of
the employment. Everywhere were
signs telling what not and what to do.
One that stuck in my mind was, “It is

better to be eareful than sorry.”
Throughout the plant at frequent fn-
tervals were first-ald stations with

kits for nll sorts of accldents, includ-
ing respirntors. for workmen werse
often overcome by ether or aleohol
fumes. Evervthing was done to mini-
mize the hazard, yvet one could not es-
cape the conviction that human life
and limb were as much a cost of pro-

duction in this industry as fuel and
raw material.
Once, in our wanderings about the

plant, T reca!l we ran across both Gar-
retson and Jackson in one of the offices
They did not see us, bhut seemed to he

talking very earnestly shout some-
thing Whaet it was we conld not
wuess, but this time it seemed to he
Jprk=on who wa«s doing most of the
talking. Kennedy watched them as
thev parteql.

“There's something peculiar under

the surface with those people at the
boarding house.” was all he observed.
“lome: over there, about an eighth
of a mile, T think I see evidences of
theilqlesl of the explosions. Let's look
at it.”

MacLeod had evidently reasoned that,
sooner or later, Kennedy would appear
in this part of the grounds, and as we
passed one of the shops he joined us.

“You mentioned something about ru-
more of poisonous gases,” hinted Craig,
as we walked along.

“Yes,” aseented Muacleod; “I don't know
what there iz in it. 1 suppose you know
that there i+ a very poisonous gas, car-
bon mopoxide or carbonic oxide, formed
in considerable quantity by the explosion
of reveral of the powders commonly ured
In shells. The gas has the curious power
of combining with the blood and refusing
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to let go, thus keeping out the o mn
neceasary for life. It may be that g
is what accounts for what we've seen—
that it is actual polsoning to death of
gﬂm __not killed by the immediate explo-

on.

We had reached the scens of the pre-
vious day's disaster. No effort had yet
been made to clear it up. Kennedy went
over it cnremll{‘ What it was he found
I do not know, but hs had not spent much
time befors he turned to me.

‘““Walter,'" he directed, "I wish you would
go back to the office near the gate, where

left that paraphernalia we brought
down. Carry it over—let me see—there's
an open space there on that knoll. 1'll
join vou there.”

Whatever was in the packages was hotn
bulky and heavy, and I was glad to reach
the hillside he had indicated.

Craig was weiting for me there with
MacLeod, and at once opened the pack-

2
3 _
;> 7
“ ;
"
A
$ 14
»
£ ey

Y DETECTIVE STORIES ‘i

patiently befors the drug store, saw
Snedden wildly tearing down the street
in his car. He saw us and pulled up at
the curb with a jerk.”

“Where's Gertrude " he shouted, wild-
ly. “Has any one seen my daughter?”

Breathlessly he explained that he
had been out, had returned to find his
house deserted, Gertrude gone, his wife
gone, even Jackson’s car gone from the
barn. He had been to the works,
Neither Garretson nor Jackson had
heen seen since the excitement of the
explosion, they told him. Garretson's
racer was gone, too, There seemed to
h?\'e been a sort of family explosion,
also.

Kennedy had heard the loud talking
and had left his work to the druggist
to carry on and joined us. There was
no concealment now of our connection
with MacLeod, for it was to him that

wailed. “My daughter Gertrude gone—
now my wife dead. . Confound that
young fellow Garretson—and Jack-
son, too! Where are they? Why have
they fled? The scoundrels—they have
stolen my whole family. Oh, what
shall I do? what shall I do?™

Trying to quiet Snedden, at the same
time we began to look about the bulld-
ing. On one side was a small stove,
in which were still the dying coals of
a fire. Nearby were a work bench,
some tools, pleces of wire and other
material., Scattered about were pleces
of material that looked like celluloid.
Some one evidently used the place as a
secret workshop. Kennedy picked up &
piece of the celluloidlike stuff and
carefully touched a match to it. ‘It did
not burn rapldly as cellulold does, and
Craig seemed more than ever interest-

THE PHANTOM DESTROYER HAD DELIVERED HIS BLOW AGAIN.

ages. From them he took a thin steel
rod, which he set up in the center of the
open space. To It he attached a frame
and to the frame what looked llke four
reversed megaphones. Attached to the
frame, which was tubular, was an oak
box with a little arrangement of hard rub-
ber and metal which fitted into the ears.
For some time Kennedy's fact wore a set,
far-away expression, as if he were study-
ing something.

*The explosions seem always to occur
in the middle of the afternoon,” observed

. fidgeting apprehensively.

Kennedy motioned petulantly for silence.
Then suddenly he pulled the tubes out of
his ears and gazed about sharolv.

“There's tomething in the air,” he cried.
*I can hear it!

MacLeod and I strained our ey2s. There
was nothing viglble.

**Thi= is an anti-aircraft listening post,
such as the French use.,” explained Craig.
hurriedly. “Between the horns and the
microphone in the box you can catch the
hum of an engine, even when it is muf-
fled. If theres an asroplane or a Zep-
pelin about. this thing would locate ir.”

Still, there was nothing that wa
could see, though now the sound was
just perceptible to the ear if one
strained his attention a bit. [ listened.
It was plain in the detector; yet noth-
ing was visible. What strange power
could it be that we could not see or
feel in broad daylight?

Jusat then came a low rumbling, and
then a terrific roar from the direction
of the plant. We swung about in time
to see a huge cloud of debris lifted lit-
erally into the air above the tree tops
and dropped to earth again, The silence
that succeeded the explosion was elo-
quent. The phantom destroyver had de-
livered his blow again.

“The distillery—where we make the
denatured alcohol!” cried MacLeod,
gaszing with tense face as fromn other
buildings we could see men pouring
forth, panic-stricken. The silence was
punctured by shouts. Kennedy bent
over his detector.

“That same mysterious buzzing," he
muttered, “only fainter.”

Together we hastened now toward
the distillery, another of thosa cor-
rugated iron buildings. It had been
completely demolished. Here and there
lay a dark, =tlll mass. [ shuddered.
They were men!

As we ran toward the ruin we erossed

a base ball field which the company
had given the meunu. 1 looked back for
Kennedy. He had puaused at the wire
backstop behind the catcher. Some-
thing caught in the wires interested

him. By the time [ reached him he hadl
secured it—a long, slender metal tube,
cleverly welghted so as to fall straight.

“Not a hundred per cent of hits, evi-
dently,” he muttered. “Still, one was
enough.”

“What ig it?" asked MacLead.

“An incendiary pastille. ©On contact,
the nose burns away anything it hits,
It goes right through corrugated iron. It
carries a charge of thermit lgnited by
thia piece of magnesium ribbon. You
know what thermit will penetrate with
ite thousands of degrees of heat, Onjy
the nose of this went through the net-
ting and never touched a thing, Thi«
didn't explode anyvthing, but another
one did, Thousands of gallons of al-
cohol did the rest’™

Kennedy had icked wup his other
package as we ran and was now husily
unwrapping It. [ looked about at the
crowd that had collected and saw that
there was nothing we could do to help,
Once 1 caught sight of Gertrude's face,

She was pale and seemed eagerly
searching for some one. Then, in the
crowd, 1T lost her. 1 turned to Mac-
Lend. He was plainly overwhelmed,
Kennedy was grimly silent and at

work on something he had jammed into
the ground.

“Stand hack!” he cautioncd, ar he
touched a8 match to the thing., With a
muffled explosion, someithing whizzed
and shrieked up into the air like a
shvrocket.

Far above, 1 could now see a thing
open out like a parachute, while hie-
low it tralled something that might
have hLeen the stick of the recket.
Eagerly Kennedy followed the para-

chute ns the wind wafted it along and
it sank slowly to the earth, When, at
last, he recovered It, T saw that be-
tween the parachute and the stick was
fastened a small, peculiar camera_

"A Scheimpflug multiple eamera,” he
explained, as he seized it almost rav-
enousxly. “Is there a place in town
where 1 can get the films in this de-
veloped quickly?

Macleod, himself excited now, hur-
ried us from the scene of the explosion
to a local drug store, which combined
most of the functions of a general
store, even being able to improvise a
darkroom in which Kennedy could
WOTrK. o

It was some time after the excite-
ment over the exslosion had quieted
down that Macleod and I, standing im-

z\]-'ery one in town came When in trou-
e.

In almost no time, so accurately did
he keep his fingers on the févered pulse
of Nitropolis, MacLeod had found out
that Gertrude had been seen driving
away from the company's grounds with
some one in Garretson's car, probably
Garretson himself. Jackson had been
seen hurrying down the street. Some
one else had seen Ida Snedden in Jack-
gon’s car, alone.

Meanwhile, over the wire, MacLeod
had sent out descriptions of the four
people and the two ecars. in the hope
of intercepting them before they could
be plunged into the obscurity of any
nearby city. Not content with that,
Macl.eod and Kennedy started out in
the former's car, while I climbed in
with Snedden, and we began a Bys-
tematlic search of the roads out of
Nitropolis.

As we sped along I could not help
feeling, though I saild nothing, that,
somehow, the strange di=appearances
must have something to do with the
mysterious phantom destroyer. I did
not tell even Snedden about the little
that Kennedy had discovered, for T had
learned that it was best to let Craig
himself tell, at his own time and In his
own way. But the man seemed fran-
tic in his search, and I could not help
the impression that there was some-
thing, perhaps only & suspicion, that
he knew which might shed some light.

We were coming down the river, or
rather, the bay, after n fruitless search
of unfreguented roads and were ap-
proaching the deserted Old Grove
Amusement Park, to which excursions

used, years ago, to come in boats. No
one could make it pay, and it was
closed and going to ruin. There had

been some hint that Garretson's racer
might have disappeared down this un-
frequented river road.

As we came to a turn in the road, we
could see Kennedy and MacLeod in
their car, coming up. Instead of keep-
ing on, however, they turned into the
grove, Kennedy leaning far over the
running board as Macleod drove slow-
lv, following his directions, as though
Craig were tracing something.

With a hurried exclamation of sur-
prise, Snedden gave our car the gas
and shot ahead, swinging around after
them. They were headed, following
some kind of tire tracks, toward an old
merry-go-round that was dismantled
aned all boarded up. They heard us com-
ing and stoppead.

“Has any one told vou that Garret-
son's car went down the river road, too?'”
ea'led Snedden, anxiously.

“No: but some one thought
Jackson's car come down here,”
back Macl.eod.

“Iackson's?" exclaimed Snedden.

“Mayhe hoth are right,”! I wventured,
as we came closer. “What made you
turn in here?"

“"Kennedy thought he saw fresh tire
{rarks runnine into the grove.”

We were all out of our cars by this
time, and examin.ng the soft roadway
with ('ratz. It was evident Lo any one
that a car had been run in, and neot =o
very long awzo, in the direction of the
merry-go-round.

We followed the tracks on foot, hend-
ing ahout the huse cirele of a building
until we came to the side away from
the road. The tracks seemed to run
right hoards.

he saw
called

n under the
Kennedyv approached and touched the

boards. They were loose. Some one
had evidently been there, had tak=n
them down, and put them up. In fact,

hy the marks on them, it seemed as
though he had made a practice of do-

Cing so.

MacLeod and Kennedy unhooked the
boarding, while Snedden looked on in a
sort of daze. They had taken down only
two or three sections, which indicated
that that whole side might similarly
he removed, when 1T heard a low, star-
tled exclamation {rom Snedden.

We peered in. Theve, in the half-
lizht of the gloomy Interlor. we conld
see @ car. Hefore we knew it Snedden
had darted past us.  An instant later
I distinguished what his more sensitive
eye had seen—a woman, all alone in

the car, motionless

“Ida!™ he cried.

There WaS NO aAnNsSwer.

“She—she'r dead!’ he shouted.

It was only too true, There was Ida
Snedden, seated in Jackson's car in the
old deserted bullding, all shut up—
dead.

Yet her face was as pink as if she
were alive and the blood had heen
whipped into her cheeks by a walk in
the cold wind.

We looked at one another, at a loss.
How did she get there—and why? She
must have come there voluntarily. No
one had seen any one else with her in
the car.

Snedden was now almost beside him-
self. .

“Misfortunes never come singly,” he

ed. MacLeod himself was no mean de-
tective. Accustomed to action, he had
an idea of what to do.

“Wait here!" he called back, dash-
ing out. “TI'm going to the nearest
house up the road for help. I'll be
back in & moment.”

We heard him back and turn his car
and shoot away. Meanwhlle, Kennedy
was carefully looking over Jackson's
roadster. He tapped the gas tank in
the rear, then opened it. There was
not a drop of gas in it. He lifted up

the hood and looked inside at the
motor. Whatever he saw there, he
=aid nothing. Finally, by siphoning

some gas from Snedden’s tank and
making some adjustments, he seemed
to have the car In a condition for it
to run. He was just about to start
it when Macleod returned, carrying a
canary bird in a cage.

“I've telephoned to town,” he an-
nounced. “Some one will be here soon
now. Meanwhlile, an idea occurred to
me, and 1 borrowed this bird. Let me
see whether the idea is any good.”

Kennedy, by this time, had started
the engine. MacLeod placed the bright
little songster near the stove on the
work bench and began to watch it
nArrowiy.

More than ever up in the alr over the
mystery, I could only watch Kennedy
and MacLeod, each following his own
lines.

It might, perhaps, have been ten min-
utes after MacLeod returned, and dur-
ing that time he had never taken his
eyes off the bird, when I began to feel
a little drowsy. A word from MacLeod
roused me.

“There's carbon monoxide In the air,
Kennedy!" he exclaimed. "You know
how this gas affects birds.”

“It must be that this stove ls defec-
tive,” pursued MacLeod, picking up the
poor little bird and carrying it quickly
into the fresh alr, where It could re-
galn its former liveliness. Then, when
he returned, he added: “There must be
some defect in the stove or the draught
that makes it send out the polsonous
EAas."

“There's some gas," agreed Kennedy.

“It must have cleared away mostly,
though, or we couldn't stand it our-
selves"

Cralg continued to look about the
car and the building, Iin the vain hope
of discovering some other clue. Had
Mrs. Snedden bheen killed by the car-
honie oxide? Was it a case of gas
poisoning? Then, too, why had she
been here at all? Who had shut her
up? Had she heen overcome first and.
in a stupor, heen unable to move to
save herself? Above all, what had this
to o with the mysterious phantom
slayer that had wrecked ®o much of
the works in less than a week?

It was quite late In the afternoon
when, at last, people came from the
town and took away bhoth the body of
Mrs. Snedden and Jackson's car. Sned-
den could only stare and work his
fingers, and, after we had seen him
safely in the care of some one we éould
trust, Kennedy, MaclLeod and 1 climbed
into MarLeod's car silently.

“Surely that fellow must have my
pictures developed by this time,” con-
gidered Kennedy. “Shoot back there.”

“They came out heautifullv—all ex-
cept one.” reported the druggist, who
was somewhat of a camera flend him-
self. “That's 2 wonderful system, sir.”

Kennedy thanked him for his trouble
and took the prints. With care he
pieced them together, until he had sev-
eral successive panoramas of the coun-
try taken from wvarious elevations of
the parachute. Then, with a magnify-
ing glass, he went over each section
minutely.

“L.ook at that!” he pointed out at last
with the sharp tip of a pencil on one
pleture.

In what looked like an open space
among some trees was a tiny figure of
a man, It seemed as if he were hack-
ing at something with an ax. What
the something was did not appear in
the pictures.

*“1 should say that it was half a mile,
perhaps a mile, farther away than that
grove,” commented Kennedy, making a
roush calculation.

“0Omn the old Davis farm,” considerad
MacLeod. "Look and see if you can't
make out the ruins of a house some-
where nearby. It was burned many
years ago.”

“Yes, yes,” returned Kennedy, ex-
citedly; *“there's the place! Do you
think we can get there in a car before
it's dark?”

“Easily,” replied MacLeod.

It was only a matter of minutes be-
fore we three were poking about in a
tangle of wood and fleld, seeking to
locate the spot where Kennedy's ap-
paratus had photographed the lone ax-
mnan.

At last. In a large, cleared field, we
came upon A& most peculiar heap of
debris. As nearly as I could make out,

it was a pile of junk, but most inter-
esting junk. Practically all of it con-
sisted of broken bits of the cellulold-
like stuff we had eeen in the aban-
doned building. Twisted inextricably
about were steel wires and bits of all
sorts of material. In the midst of the
wreckage was something that looked
for all the world llke the remains of
a gas motor. It was not rusted, either,
which indicated that it had been put
there recently.

As he looked at it Craig’'s face dis-
played a smile of satisfaction.

“Looks as though it might have been
an aeroplans of the tractor type,” he
vouchsafed, finally.

“Surely there couldn’t have been an
accident,” objected MacLeod. “No avi-
ator could have lived through it, and
there's no body.”

“No; it was purposely destroyed,”
continued Craig. "It was landed here
from somewhere else for that purpose.
That was what the man in the pleture
was doing with the ax. After the last
explosion something happened. He
brought the machine here to destroy
the evidence.™

“But,” persisted MacLeod, “if there
had been an aeroplane hovering about
we should have seen it in the alr, pass-
ing over the works at the time of the
explosion.”

Kennedy picked the pieces, smignifi-
cantly.

“Some one about here has kept
abreast of the times, if not ahead. See;
the planes were of this non-inflamma-
ble celluloid that made It virtually
transparent and visible only at a few
hundred feet in the alr. The aviator
could iy low and so drop those pas-
tilles accurately—and unseen. The en-
gine had one of those new muffler
boxes. He would have been unheard,
too, except for that dellcate airship
detector.”

MacLeod and T could but stare at each
other, aghast. Without a doubt, It was
in the old merry-go-round bullding that
the phantom aviator had established his
hangar. What the connection was be-
tween the tragedy in the Snedden family
and the tragedy in the powder works we
did not know, but, at least, now we knew
that thers was some connection.

It was growing dark rapidly, and, with
some difficulty, we retraced our steps to
the point where we had left the car. We
whirled back to the town, and, of course,
to the Snedden house.

Snedden was sitting in the parlor when
we arrived, by the body of his wife, star-
ing. speechless, straight before him, while
several neighbors were gathered about,
trying to console him. We had scarcely
entered when a messenger b came up
the path from the gate. Both Kennedy
and MacLeod turned toward him. ex-
pecting some reply to the numerous mes-
sages of alarm sent out earlier in the
afternoon.

*“Telegram for Mrs. Snedden,” announc-
ed the boy.

“Mrs. Snedden?” queried Kennedy, sur-
prised, then quickly: “Oh, yes, that's all
right. TI'll take care of It.”

He signed for the message, tore it open
and read it. For a moment his face,
which had been clouded, smoothed out,
and he took a couple of turns up and

down the hall, as though

Finally he crumpled the telegram ab-
stractedly and shoved it Into his pocket.
We followed him as he went into the par-
lor and stood for several moments, look-
ing fixedly on the strangely flushed face
of Mrs. Bnedden.

“MacLeod,” he =said, finally, turning
gravely toward us, and, for the present,
seeming to ignore the presence of the
others, “this amazing series of crimes has
brought home to ‘me forcibly the alarm-
ing possibilities of applying modern scien-
tific devices to criminal uses. New modes
and processes seem to bring new men-
aces.”

“Like carbon-monoxide polsoning?* sug-
gested MacLeod. *“Of course, it has long
been known as a harmful gas, but—""

“lot us see,” intarrupted Kennedy.
“Walter, you were there when I examined
Jackson's ear. There was not a drop of
gasoline in the tank, you will recall
Even the water In the radiator was low.
I lifted the hood. Some oné must have
tampered with the carburetor. It was ad-
justed 80 that the amount of air in the
mixture was reduced. More than that,
I don't know whether you noticed it or
not, but the spark and gas were set so
that, when I had put gasoline in the tank,
I had but to turn the engine over and it
went. In other words, that car had been
standing there, the engine running, until
it simply stopped for want of fuel” He
paused while we listened intently, then
resumed. ‘“The gas engine and gas mo-
tor have brought with them another of
those unanticipated menaces of which I
spoke. Whenever the explosion of the
combustible mixture is incomplete or of
moderated intensity gas, of which little
is known, may be formed in considerable
quantities.

“In this case, as in several others that
have come to my attention, vapors aria-
ing from the combustion must have
emitted certaln noxious products. The
fumes that caused Ida Snedden’s death
were not of carbon monoxide from the
stove, MacLeod. They were splitting
products of gascline, which are so new
to science that they have not yet heen
named.

“Mrs. Snedden’s death. T may say for
the benefit of the coroner, was due to
the absorption of some of these un-
identifled gaseous polsons. They are
as deadly as a knife-thrust through the
heart, under certaln conditions. Due to
the non-oxidation of some of the ele-
ments of gasoline they escape from the
exhaust of every running gas engine.
In the open alr, where only a whiff or
two would be inhaled now and then,
they are not dangerous. But in a closed
room they may kill in an inecredibly
short time. In fact, the conditlon has
given rise to an entirely new phenom-
enon which some one has named
‘petromortis.” ™

“Petromortis?” repeated Snedden, who,
for the first time, began to show inter-
est in what was going on about him.
“Then it was an accident”™

“I did not say it was an accident,”
corrected Craig. “There {8 an old adage
that murder will out. And this expres-
sion of human experience Is only re-
peated in what we modern scientific
detectives are doing. No man bent on
the commission of a crime can so ar-

range the circumstances of that erime
that it will afterward appear, point by
point, as an accident.™

Kennedy had us all following him
breathlessly now.

*] do not consider it an aocident” he
went on, rapidly plecing together the
facts as we had found them. *lda
Snedden was killed because she was
getting too close to some one's secrel
Even at luncheon I could see that she
had discovered Gertrude's attachment
for Garretson. How she heard that,
following the excitement of ths ex-
plosion this afternoon, Gertrude and
Garretson had disappeared, I do not
pretend to know. But It is evident that
she did hear, that she went out and
took Jackson's car, probably to pursus
them. If we have heard that thay went
by the river road she might have heard
t, too.

“In =all probability she came along
just in time to surprise some one work-
ing on the other eide of the old merry-
go-round structure. There can be no
reason to conceal the fact longer.
From that deserted building some one
was daily launching a newly designed
invisible aeroplane. As Mra Enedden
came along e&he must have been just In
time to see that person at his secret
hangar. What happened I do not know,
except that she must have run the car
off the river road and into the build-
ing. The person whom she found must
have euddenly concelved a method of
getting her out of the way and making
it look like an accident of some kind,
perhaps persuaded her to stay in the
car with the engine running while he
went off and destroyed the aeroplane,
which was damning evidenoce now."”

Startling as was the revelation of an
actual phantom destroyer our minds
wera more aroused as to who might
be the eriminal who had employed such
an engine of death.

Kennedy drew from his pocket the
telegram which had just arrived and
spread It out flat before us on a table.
It was dated Phlladelphlia, and read:
Mrs. Ida Snedden, Nitropolls:

Garretson and Gertrude were married
today. Have traced them to the Wol-
cott. Try to reconcile Mr. Bnedden.

HUNTER JACKSON,

1 saw at once that part of the story.
It was just a plain love affair that had
ended in an elopement at & convenient
time. The fire-eating Garretson had
been afrald of the Sneddens and Jaok-
son., who was their friend. Before I
could even think further Kennedy had
drawn out the films taken by the rocket
camera.

“With the aid of & magnifying glass®
he was saying, “l can get just enough
of the lone figure in this pleture to
ldentify it. Theese are the crimes of a
crazed pacifist, one whose mind had
g0 long dwelt on the horrors of—"

“Look out!™ shouted MacLeod, leap-
ing in front of Kennedy.

The strain of the revelation had been
too much. Snedden—a raving maniac
—had reeled forward, wildly and im-
E?tently. at the man who had exposed

m.
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Canadian Woman Praises Work of Americans

NEWSPAPER writer was pass-
ing through Toronto at the
crucial moment of the passage
of the act making military
service compulsory in Canada. To learn
how the women of that country were
taking the matter, a call was made
upon one of the leaders in Canada’s
woman movements. The Canadlan
women felt acutely the stigma that
would have rested upon them if con-

scription had falled. They hold In-.

tense admiration for the qualities of
leadership and accomplishment of the
women of the United States, and the
war has awakened them to the meces-
sity of following in this country’s foot-
steps.

The woman visited was Mrs. Jessle
Campbell Maclver, and she was one of
the five women who were invited to at-
tend the recent war conventlon at Ot-
tawa and discuss with the premier the
question of the federal vote for Cana-
dlan women. Mrs. Maclver is in touch
with every leading woman's organiza-
tion in Canada, being editor of the
Woman's Century, the official organ of
the National Councll of Women, and
officially representing & number of
other Canadian organizations of wom-
en, including the Daughters of the Em-
pire, Natlonal Federation of Suffrage
Socleties, Woman's Canadian Club, Ww.
. T. U. and Houscwives' League.

=
* %

Mrs. Maclver, who was born in Scot-
land and came from that highland
country of the Campbells of Argyle,
where the men and women will do and
dare anything for the land they love,
{s a woman of spirit, and her reply to
the question regarding conscription

was emphatlc.

“We trembled for a time when th=
bill threatened to hang in the balance,
she said. *“In Quebec there were 2 mil-
lion anti-conscriptionists, and in the
west a great allen population. For my
own part, if the bill had not gone
through I should have shmaken the dust
of Canada from my shoes and gone
over to join your glorious band of
women in the United States. I could
not have stood the dishonor and dis-
loyalty of my countrymen had there
been any other outcome to the bill
But right triumphed, and the act is
doing its part for justice.

“lu any case, however, I have no
words to express my admiration for
vour women, who are doing so splendid-
iy for their nation the work of today.
Their gift of organization, their accom-
plishment, simply make us gasp. They
are marvelous. At any great convention
of women the woman from the United
States rises victorious over all her
zisters. She has a thorough knowledge
of the cause she represents, she is up-
to-date in procedure, and she has train-
ed herself to dellver her message with
convineing atrength, clarity and a poise
and delivery which is the result of
careful study and training for her role.
It is & delight to hear any of your public
women speak, and we Canadians yield
willing tribute to their superiority.

“However, the war {s changing all
that. ©Our people are being reborn
through this war, and we are coming
into our own., Heretofore we Canadlan
women have lacked leaders, but leaders
are now coming forward and their sis-
ters are now learning to ‘talk up.’ We,
like you, are fighting for true democ-
racy, and 1 may say here that your
President Wilson ia the greatest man
of the day.”

L

*
Asked about h:r attendance at the
war convention at Ottawa, Mrs. Mac-
Iver replied:
“It was in early August. There were
ten men and five women in what we

called our ‘win the war deputation.’
The premier gave us an hour and we
discussed the vote from every point.
Premier Borden wanted a war measure
only at this time, and three weeks after
our visit a bill was framed which gives
the vote to wives, mothers and sisters
of men overseas. When the war is over
we feel that the full federal franchise
will be granted to the women of Canada.

“Our boys as well ags we are being
reborn,” continued Mrs. Maclver. She
has two sons In the imperial army over-
seas, and one serving at home, and she
produced a letter from one of those at
the front He is Ian Campbell Maclver,
and this is what he wrote:

“Do our ministers and leaders of the
nation realize that after the war they
will have to deal with men who have
seen behind the vell, and whose eyes
are no longer blind to life's greatest
and best principles? The old order of
things changes, and those at home must
be prepared to sweep aside those ‘papler
mache’ conventions and narrow doc-
trines that for so long have hidden
and distorted the value of men and
women."”

**My son 1s only one among many young

men who have learned from this war to
feel as he does,” maid this mother of war-
riors, “and we have got to live up to the
vision of our laddies. We are to learn
anew what empire building is. Money
means nothing now but what it may ac-
complish toward the great end. Do you
know that we were almost going to per-
ditlon because of our love of money be-
fore the war came? We were literally
worshiping money. We thought that
that meant empire building.
*
* %

“No one can build an empire like the
men who have gone to the war. They
know now what empire building is, and
it 18 golng to make a new race of men
with a great big vision. They will work,
not for building railroads and digging
mines; those things will be set In the
second place, but the men who have
gone to the war will work for Dbetter
laws—laws which will make the whole
human race better.

“You know that even while we have
given our husbands, sons and brothers
to our country, and our money offerings,
large and small. have been lald on the
altars of our country, we must nerve our-

MRS. JESSIE CAMPBELL MACIVER.

selves for still further service. I am
urglng the women of Canada to dedicate
one day a week to real self-denial for the
empire durlng its supreme trial. I
would have it called the National Self-
Denying day. and let us vield it wholly
to the cause of abstaining from every
luxury, every amusement. And I would
not only give what we =save in money,
but I would have every woman concen-
trate her prayers and her thoughts on
the soldiers and sailors upon whom so
much depends.

“Who can measure the power of con-
centrated thought? Think of the wire-
less messages that pulse through the
ether! Think of the power we often un-
consciously wield. Consciously exercised,
it might carry great strength on its
wings. It might steel the hearts and
nerve the arms of our dear ones who are
upholding the honor of our flag on the
battlefield. Even those to whom we are
not bound by ties of love and kinship
might be cheered and their determination
deepened by the knowledge that the
women of their home land were sending
out a united message of love and cheer
and sympathy. And they might be up-
lifted by the thought that on one day
each week the women of their home land
were sending out a prayer that God's
fullest hlessing might rest upon them
while they were remaking a continent
and aiding the oppressed pecples of
Europe."

The interviewer asked Mrs. Maclver
a question regarding the effect of the
war on women who labor.

“In Canada today there are many woman
workers in munitions and other war in-
dustries, and the drafting of men of mil-
itary age to the army is going to draw
more and more of them into the de-
pleted industries hitherto regarded as im-
possible for women's handling,” she re-
plied. *“Of course you know that this
process has gone much further in Eu-
rope than with us. In all the warring
countries abroad women have largely re-
placed men on the farm and In the
workshop and In the public services.

‘*“While this movement in woman labor
had begun long before the war and had
made considerable progress, the crisis
that followed gave it accelerated impetus,
and this again has created new questions

munition workers is sligh mors than
double that of the men.’ »;

“Again, a correspondent of the Lon-
don Times is surprised to find that wom-
en in Glasgow, dri the street cars,
are perfectly able to cope with the sud-
den demands called for by the unexpect-
ed incidents of trafiic. Glasgow owns
and operates its traneportation system
and a civic authority is quoted as say-
ing that ‘the resuilts of employing women
have justified the most extravagant
hopes." The women were found to be as
punctual, careful and tious as
the men. They work hard and give the
impression that they like the work.

“Women's loss and women's gain in this
war will be measured largely by what the
awful sacrifice may mean for others. The
war has justified the claims she ad-
vanced in the days of peace. BShe
clalmed that she was worthy to her
part in the conduct of national Bi‘fuu

deeds have har

surely her vindicated
claims."

| POSTAGE PATRIOTISM.

FIGH‘I’ING the kaiser or helping to
win the war with a postage stamp
seems on first thought a weak effort.
When nearly a hundred million people
Join in an action even as slight as this,
the result accomplished is stupendous.
The added penny postage on letters
malled out of town. the extra penny
stamp Dpleced now hy law on the reg-
ular pest cards, as well asthe addition-
al penny stamp placed on most private
mailing cards, represents a war tax
which will probably be pald directly
into the coffers of the nation by more
individuals than any other direct tax.
Because almost everybody today car-
ries on business or keeps in touch in a
social way with his friends by post, it
is safe to eay that all persons old

enough to read or write will contribute
to this item of national receipts. The
$70,000,000 which Mr. Kitchin esti-
mates will be the yearly receipts of
the war tax on first-class postal mat-
ter alone may be used to great ad-
vantage in fighting Germany.

The martial-minded schoolboy who
wishes he were old enough to enlist
might like to know that this postal
fund would nearly pay the bill for
providing a rifle, a bayonet, bayonet
scabbard, cartridge beit, a round of
100 cartridges, a steel helmet, gas
mask, trench tool as well as two pairs
of shoes and an overcoat for every
man in an army of a million.

It has been sald that an army travels
on fts stomach. If so, this war-time
postage resource would keep an army
of a million cheerful on its marchesa
for about six and a half mgnths by
purchasing the necessary food for that
time. If the pers=on who affixes the ex-
tra postage to his letters is especlally
interested in the soldiers’ eating uten-
sils, he will feel a satisfaction in
knowing that an army of a million
men might be provided with canteens,
canteen covers, cups, knives, forks,
spoons, meat cans, haversacks, pack
carriers and first ald kita by the ex-
penditure of about one-tenth of the
$70.000,000.

No Army expense radiates more sym=
pathetic interest than that connected
with keeping the khakl boys in good
health and giving them medical aid
during actual warfare. No work has
greater claims than that of a hospital.
If this first-class postage wWar tax wers
spent in this department of work, forty
standard one-thousand-bed hospitals,
covering sixty acres of land, with sev-
enty buildings, and costing a half a
million dollars each when equipped,
might be bullt with this fund, leaving
fifty million dollars to pay for all the
surgical dressings for an army of a
million during a year, as well as Its
medicines, surgical instruments, two
thousand X-ray machines, two thou-
sand ambulances and numerocus fleld
hospitals.

In buving some of the most modern
war innovations $70,000.000 will not
make such a showing. If the large six-
teen-inch guns at $200,000 each were
purchased, with projectiles at $1.500
each, with this postal tax, the money
would pay for fifty such guns and forty
thousand great shells to be fired at the
enemy. If one projectile should demol-
ish the “house of Hohensollern,” the
atamp tax would be voted the most
successful levied.

Supposing airships were obtained in-

affecting the future position of w .
Conditions that existed in normal times
cannot be altogether restored and the
necessary readjustment must include
great and permanent changes.

“You may have observed that the for-
eign newspapers express general sur-
prise at the assured success of many
women in the various departments of
semi-skilled engineering into which many
have so suddenly been thrown. One
English paper stated that ‘figures were
produced In proof of the very startling
assertion that the output of the woman

stead of guns, the tax would pay for &
fleet of seventy of the large bomb-
dropping type, costing a hundred thou-
sand dollars each, and one hundred of
the twenty-five-thousand-doliar
leaving more than sixty millions
dollars to be expended in the project of
aviation. If the war should be won #a
the air with machines obtained by the
stamp tax, no design but that of tha
Goddess of Liberty would be appro-
priate for the future penny stamp «f
the nation. S
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